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WINTER— SPRING. 

"Hark ! ’twas dark Winter’s sullen vo ce 
That told the glooms that reign’d • 

That bade the plains no more rejoice 
And all the waves be chain’d.” 

“Forth walks from heav’n the beaming Snrmf» 
Calm as the dew she sheds ; & * I g ' 

And o’er the Winter’s mutt’ring king 
Her veil of roses spreads.” ’ 
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